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hear nothing from him, fear his reason may have been lost, after all.
Soon we saw a little steamer working her way out from the coast of Spitsbergen, headed toward us. We knew she was the Farm, a Norwegian government vessel, which Captain Isachsen had at Red Bay, where lie was carrying on survey work.
For several hours the Farm steamed toward us, and we motored toward the Farm. We met at the edge of the ice-fields, beyond which line, of course, the Farm could not come.
Without much doubt the America could have made her way back to our camp under her own power, but we wished to do everything prudence could suggest to make sure of saving our ship. So we gave a tow line to the Farm, and the remainder of the afternoon was spent in steaming homeward in this strange manner, a little steamer towing our airship twenty times her size, we up aloft hallooing down to the men on the boat as if they were pigmies of the earth.
But the America did not tow well. She ran up alongside of the Farm, now on one side, now on the other, and then came around with a jerk and shock which threatened to tear in pieces the steel framework of our car.
An hour or so of this and then the wind strengthened. The danger of a sniashup of the